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Opera House. A feuilletonist of the day remarked very truly
that the stage was dead. "We have made," said he, "so
much progress within the last eighteen months, in good sense,
in fine arts, and in liberty, that not one of the fine arts in this
great nation has been left standing. Poetry is dead, painting
and sculpture have carried abroad the noble works that main-
tained them. Howling, clamor, and insult have usurped the
place of eloquence. Not a book, not a poet, not a painting—
nothing in the past, nothing in the future 1"
Even this audience, got together with so much difficulty,
could not but do justice to the talent brought before them that
night. As for Mademoiselle Rachel, she lost here an oppor-
tunity of doing a kind and amiable thing. Had she presented
to her elder sister one of the numerous bouquets, or placed on
her head one of the wreaths showered on the stage, thunders
of applause would have followed the graceful act. But no,
the demons of envy and jealousy seemed to possess her. An-
gered by the approbation bestowed on Mademoiselle Georges,
she sullenly refused to play in the "Moineau de Lesbie," an-
nounced on the bills for the second piece, and, notwithstand-
ing the injury she was doing the Mrieficiare, and the pain she
caused the young author, obstinately persevered in her refusal.
Mademoiselle Rachel thought to punish the public for having
dared to applaud another- than herself. Madame Viardot>
however, having cheerfully come forward to offer her services
to make up the deficiency caused by the tragediennes ill-tem-
pered refusal, her delightful voice proved an ample compensa-
tion.
The months of June, July, and August were,"* as usual, de-
voted to her profitable vacation. While Mademoiselle Rachel
hardly deigned to play twice a week in Paris, where she had
a fixed salary, she was indefatigable in her vacations, when
the more she played the more she earned. It is astonishing
what an amount of fatigue the love of gain enabled this frail
constitution to bear. She recoiled before no distance, no labor.
As long as any thing was to be got her nerves seemed steeled.
The itinerary of one of these tours, as furnished by herself in
j» letter to Mr. Ye^on, and published by him in the fourth
of Ms " Memoires d'un Bourgeois de Paris," we find

